Chapter 1: The Noise In The Storm




I laid on my couch, letting the sound of the rainfall let me drift away. The thunder wasn’t frequent enough to disturb me. This was nice, being lost in your own thoughts. Nothing important is left on your mind, just focusing on the good things ahead.

A sound outside jolted me awake. Probably just a branch falling.

The sound happened again. It sounded a bit like knocking. Couldn’t be, though, it was too late for that. My friends also would have texted me before they came. It’s also still pouring.

It’s definitely knocking. I struggled to push myself up, and get myself out of my drowsiness. I unlocked the door, expecting someone here to work on the electricity if it had gone out or something.

Instead, I locked eyes with a teen, with black hair and seemingly red eyes, and a red dress. She was definitely younger than me, though.

“Why...it’s so late...are you hurt or something?” I asked, still dreary.

The girl didn’t respond, and let herself in, soaking wet. She looked around the house, and then back to me. We looked into each other’s eyes for a while, both lost and confused in different ways.

“Well, go ahead and say something!” I said, a bit weirded out.

She shook her head no. She walked towards my bathroom, getting my floor all wet. I felt too bad and was too tired to fight it. I rubbed my eyes and sat in a chair, waiting for her to come out.

Once she had finished, she went into my room, and started rummaging through my drawers. I ran in to make sure she didn’t steal anything. She took a pair of sweatpants, a t-shirt, and socks, and looked at me for a few seconds. She motioned for me to leave, and I sighed and closed the door.

I mean, this was right, right? I can’t just leave her outside...but letting her change into MY clothes...aren’t we crossing some sort of line there?

She opened the door, now wearing clothes too big for her, and threw her clothes into my dryer. She got it going herself, and then opened my fridge. She looked around for a moment, skipped over the freezer, and opened my snack drawer. She grabbed out a big bag of Goldfish, and sat down on my couch.

I sat down next to her, because it was the only spot close to the TV. We looked at each other again for a moment, until I spoke.

“Should I call the police or child services or something?” I asked.
She nodded no.
“Then what should I do?” I asked.
She pointed to herself, then to the floor, then put her hands together, and put her head on them, as if they were a pillow.
“I don’t think I can KEEP you here, I mean...I don’t have a good paying job!” I said.
She opened the Goldfish bag, and popped one into her mouth, still locking eyes with me.

I mean, I guess if it’s temporary, and this girl REALLY doesn’t want me calling anyone...maybe she was abused. Maybe she needed a stranger’s house to hide. It wouldn’t cost as much as me, I suppose. All I have to do is pay for a bit more food and water...and maybe some clothes.

“Okay, you can stay, but only if you’re in danger. Are you in danger?” I asked.
She nodded yes.
“From who?” I asked.
She looked away, and found my Switch controller. She turned it on, and ignored me.

“At least tell me your name.” I pleaded.
She seemed to think for a moment, and then got up and pointed to the dryer.
“The dryer?” I asked.
She nodded no, and held up a hand, and acted like she was taking something out of it.
“Inside? Oh your dress.” I said, understanding.
She nodded yes. She looked around for a second, and then went back to the fridge, holding up a box of strawberries.
“Strawberries?” I asked.
She nodded yes.
“What?” I simply asked.

She looked around for something again, and pointed to a work paper of mine.
“Describe?” I said, looking at the word on the paper she pointed at.
“Uh, they’re both red…” I said.
She nodded yes, and then pointed to “another word” on the paper.
“Uh...ruby?” I guessed.
She nodded yes, and looked relieved. She walked back to the couch, and turned on Smash Bros.
“So, your name is Ruby.” I clarified.
She nodded yes.
“Nice to meet you Ruby. I’m Tyler.” I said.
She nodded and smiled in response.






Chapter 2: Tears





I woke up on the couch again, and saw that the girl wasn’t there. I must have drifted off by accident. It was eight in the morning now.

I looked in my room, and saw her sleeping on my bed. Figured. I let her sleep, and was glad it wasn’t a work day. I have enough on my plate.

I had planned on calling Soot today so we could hang out somewhere or something, but that’s not happening, apparently.

After my morning routine, Ruby had woken up and put on her dress from the dryer. She sat on the couch, deep in thought. I walked over to her, and stopped when I saw her crying. She looked up at me, and then looked away.

“What’s wrong?” I asked, hoping she would talk.

She took a moment to respond, but eventually she pointed to herself, and did a throat slicing motion with her hand.

“Ruby, you gotta talk to me, at least write something down.” I said, very worried now.

She paused, then got up and started to draw something. First, there was a robotic body, then it was holding a knife. Someone was cowering in fear, and she drew herself running from it. She eventually scribbled a little arrow pointing at the robot, and wrote “Jason.”

“So, this...robot...it attacked someone, and you ran from it?” I clarified.
She nodded yes.
“How did you find it?” I asked.
She looked away from me, and started to cry a little again.

“Ruby, please...just talk. Just tell me what happened.” I pleaded again.

A pause

“It’s not my fault. It’s not my f-fault.” She muttered, stuttering.

“What isn’t your fault?” I said, trying to not let any fear slip through my voice.

“H-he...he m-made me want blood.” She admitted.

“He made you?” I questioned.

“H-he’s insane. He’s a psychopath.” She whispered, utterly terrified.

“Where is he now?” I asked.

A pause.

“After m-me.”






Chapter 3: Suits





After a bit of crying, she was calm again. I could tell she felt at least decently safe here. The problem was, I didn’t anymore. The girl seemed like she was telling the truth. She was either crazy, or there was a psychopathic robot ready to break down my door. Either way, I had a problem.

I heard a knock on the door.

What the hell do I do? Do I answer it? I checked my phone. No texts from anyone. I mean, I have to, right? If it is that robot, he’ll just smash through my window or something.

I opened it, and there was a man in a suit holding a clipboard standing there.

“Hello, I’m just here to ask if you’ve seen a little girl anywhere near here. Her mother’s worried sick.” He explained.

“Why? What’s wrong? Did she run away?” I said, nervous to answer either way, desperate for details.

“Well, she’s been known to have mental issues, you know.” He said.

Oh.

I guess that was really what this was after all. I can’t believe I actually thought there was an evil robot killer...thing.

“Well, uh, I might have found her.” I answered.
“Oh, really? That’s good to hear.” The man replied.

There was a loud thud.

“What was that?” The man asked.
“I’m...not sure.” I said.

The man ran behind the house, and so did I. The back door was wide open.

“Sir, I think we found her. She’s running again.” The man said into his phone.
“What do you mean, again?” I asked, suspiciously.

We locked eyes for a while, both tense.

“She’s run away from home before.” The man replied, sternly.
“What else has she run from?” I asked, testing my luck.

The man reached for something for his suit, and I ducked, and heard a bang. I ran just like the girl did.





Chapter 4: Jason



So much effort for a little brat. I just have to make sure there’s no evidence. I assume this will be a quick and easy process, though. Pay the man to find the girl, shoot the man afterwards, get the girl. Even if he can’t find her, I’ll just shoot him and move on anyway.

“Sir.” The man said.
“Yes?” I replied.
“I think we found her. She’s running again.” He explained.
“Then get her.” I responded.

A pause.

“Okay?” I said, awaiting a response.

Another pause.

“Sorry sir, I had to mute you.” He explained.
“Why?” I asked.
“There’s...another man. I think he knows about what you did.” He explained.

Silence.

“Get over here. Now.” I commanded.
“Of course.” He said, nervously.







Chapter 5: The Calm After The Storm



“You’ll be safe here, okay?” I assured her.

We were in the woods, where my friend Soot lived. He believes far crazier things than psychopathic killer robots, but oddly, I believe most of what he says. I started to climb down the hatch’s ladder, which leads into his bunker.

“Come on, trust me!” I said again. Eventually, she followed.

We walked down the long hallway, and pressed a button near a door.

“Who’s there?” Soot asked, through a low quality speaker.
“It’s Tyler.” I said.
“Heyyyyy, Tylerrrrrr!” He said, enthusiastically.

The door swung open in front of us, and he paused and pointed at Ruby.

“Who’s the girl?” He asked.

We sat down inside, and I explained the situation.

“Yeah, souls can possess things, even if they don’t want to. A killer's dead body near a robot is a recipe for disaster.” He said, understanding everything, like it was normal.

A pause.

“So, girl’s in trouble, you want her protected, I assume?” He asked.
“Yeah, spot on, actually.” I said.
“Cool, cool.” He said.

He snapped his fingers, and the wallpapers in a nearby room changed from blue to red. The sheets on the bed followed suit.

“There’s your new room. You’re welcome to stay as long as you want, and leave anytime. Just ask me if you need anything.” He said.
“Thank you.” Ruby said, smiling up at him.

She walked into the room, and we just looked at the magical walls in her room for a moment.

“Thanks, man.” I said, relieved.
“No problem.” He replied.
“Oh...Goldfish.” I said.
“What?” He questioned, with a laugh.
“She likes Goldfish.” I clarified with a laugh of my own.
“Ah, ight, I’ll remember that.” He said.

A pause.

“Wanna play Minecraft?” I asked.
“You know I do.” He responded.
